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very soon loses not only the habit of indulging them but even
the sense of possessing them. Not so the manager of a theatre.
Tree was accustomed to make two hundred per cent, profit every
day when he was in luck. With such a margin to play with,
it was no more worth his while to economize or remember unin-
teresting things than it was to walk when there was a taxi at
his beck. When his theatre was built for him, the equipment of
its stage, apart from the electric lighting instalment, was exactly
what it would have been a hundred years before, except that
there were no grooves for side wings. If every employee on the
premises had come an hour late every day and had received
double wages, the difference in profit would have been hardly
worth noticing. A theatre is a maddening place to a thrifty
man of business, and an economic paradise to an artist, because
there is practically no limit to the waste of time and money
that may go on, provided thck doors are open every night and
the curtain up half an hour later* But for this necessity, and
a few County Council bye-laws, an actor-manager would be as
unbridled as Nero, without even the Neronian check of a
Pratorian Guard to kill him if he went beyond all bearing.

There is no denying that such conditions put a strain on

human character that it can seldom sustain without injury.   If

Tree's caprices, and his likes and dislikes, had not been on the

whole amiable, the irresponsibility and power of his position

would have made a fiend of him.   As it was, they produced the

oddest results.   He was always attended in the theatre by a

retinue of persons with no defined business there, who were

yet on the salary list*   There was one capable gentleman who

could get things done; and I decided to treat him as the stage

manager; but until I saw his name in the bill under that heading

I never felt sure that he was not some casual acquaintance whom

Tree had met in the club or in the street  and invited to come

in and make himself at home.   Tree did not know what a stage

manager was, just as he did not know what an author was.   He

had not even made up his mind any too definitely what an actor

was.   One moment he would surprise and delight his courtiers

(for that is the nearest word I can find for his staff and entourage)

by some stroke of kindness and friendliness,   The next he would

commit some appalling breach of etiquette by utterly ignoriijf